gling up to !Mike.  "Imagine, I should go with a boy who
sings in the Met."

"Better go now, Mike," Mamma Kalish said, "Olga, tell
him to go. He will only get himself all excited acd worked
up in a state.9*

"I? Not in my life," Mike said, but he was only bragging.
"Are you all comfortable? Good. Xow, as I said before,
don't expect too much, it's only a small part, you under-
stand, it takes years and years before you get to a bigger

part------"

"It's taken years already/* Papa Kalish remarked. He
was a born pessimist and the family was afraid lest he might
spoil the great evening for them. Mamma Kalish had had a
hard time getting him into his dark suit with the stiff shirt
and the still stiffer collar. But here he was now, looking
every inch as elegant as an advertisement of Davids & Sons.
"You'll keep your fingers crossed for me?" Mike asked*
And Olga crossed them right there and then. "It's the
thrill of my life, Mike/3 she said. "Imagine, me sitting here
and you standing down there and singing. You should have
seen the other girls when I told them my fiance is singing
a big part at the Met."

"It's not a big part, I told you/* Alike said, feeling tense
and tight around the neck.

"Well, it's an officer, you are singing and you're going to
wear a uniform, so it must be some part," Olga said, stub-
bornly dinging to her dream.

"He isn't your fiance yet," Papa Kalish said from the
background where he had been chewing over one of his
grouches.

"No, don't you get him excited, Papa," Mamma Kalish
said again. "And you, Mike, don't you talk too much, it's bad
for the voice, better go now and put on that uniform/*
"I'm feeling funny," Cora reported.
"You didn't eat enough," her husband said,
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